NAPOLEON III. IN ITALY.

EMPEROR, Emperor!

From the centre to the shore.

From the Seine back to the Rhine,
Stood eight millions up and swore

By their manhood's right divine
So to elect and legislate,

This man should renew the line
Broken in a strain of fate
And leagued kings at Waterloo,
When the people's hands let go.
Emperor
Evermore.

ii.

With a universal shout
They took the old regalia out
From an open grave that day;
From a grave that would not close,